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manner, strikingly in contrast with the ordinary ministerial'
style.    Some of those present responded heartily, and the
ordinary monotony of the service was disturbed by quite      i
a brisk fusillade of c Amens.'    Mr, Rabbits was delighted.      ! i
He met the preacher at the foot of the stairs, congratulated
him   warmly   on   his   sermon,   and  took  him  home to
dinner. . . ."

William Booth at this time, it must be remembered, was
weary of his daily work, and more and more inclined to acf
upon the suggestion first made to him, as we have seen, by
Samuel Dunn. He had now proved to himself that he had
power as a preacher; he never walked through a London
street without feeling an impulse towards the pulpit; and
he could conceive of no life for himself more consonant with
the will of God than that of a Methodist minister.

Mr. Rabbits, in June, 1851, persuaded him to work among
the Reformers, and later on proceeded to settle the business
of his etitran.ee into the ministry. The story of that negotia-
tion, as typical perhaps of the persuader as of the persuaded,
is told by William Booth in the following narration :

Mr. Rabbits said to me one day, " You must leave business,
and wholly devote yourself to preaching the Gospel."

'* Impossible," I answered. *' There is no way for me. No-
body wants me."

"Yes," said he, a the people with whom you have allied
yourself want an evangelist."

" They cannot support me," I replied, " and I cannot live
on air."

" That is true, no doubt," was his answer.   " How much cat*      ;
you live on? "                                                                           , v

I reckoned up carefully.    I knew I should have to provide      !
my own quarters and to pay for my cooking: and as to the living:      ;
itself, I did not understand in those days how this could be
managed in as cheap a fashion as I do now.   After a careful
calculation, I told him that I did not see how I could get along
with less than twelve shillings a week.

'* Nonsense," he said, "y&u cannot do with less than
twenty shillings a week, I am sure."

"All right," I said, " have it your own way, if you will; ;
but where is the twenty shillings to come from?"

"I will supply it," he said, " for the first three months at,
least."                                                                        . :